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Take Me Away 


Author's Notes: 
Just written for a friend who wanted a Peter Oneshot, not that great but would be happy about some 


comments though :) 


Laughters full of joy and happiness filled the warm summer night breeze, when you stumbled out of a bar 
near the beach. The bright and colorful city lights lightened up the streets of Italy. 

People walking down the streets late at night, smiling and having a great time. 

Just like Peter and you right in this moment. The band had to play some shows in Italy and today they had a 
day off and you were spending it with the band, ending the day by going out and do some hard partying. 

You giggled loudly holding onto Peter, who held a bottle of red wine in his hands, taking a big gulp, nearly spilling 
it over his clothes. The reason for your good mood was that you just escaped from the rest of the guys, 
while they were still in the loud bar and had no clue where you both would've gone to. Well they would find 
you eventually the next day. And second was, that you were just maybe a bit of drunk. Maybe a lot of. But it 
was fun and you were enjoying the hot summer nights, so what. 

"Do you have a plan, where we're going to or are we just fooling the guys?" You asked chuckling, looking up into 


Peters smiling face. 


"| dunno, the beach | guess, come on let's get drunk and dance in the sand." He happily exclaimed and took your 
hand in his, dragging you with him over the busy street. 

You held onto his hand, his bracelets jingling with every move he made and stumbled after him. 

When you reached the sidewalk on the other side of the street, the beach was right there in front of your 
eyes, a small beach restaurant to the left with some people sitting in there and some playground for kids in 
the sand. Italian Blues music filling the place along with loud laughters and yelling every few moments. 

In between the restaurant and playground a few broad stairs lead down to the beach. 

As soon as you walked down the few steps of stairs your shoes hit the sandy ground. 

"Come on, let's walk down the beach and do some crazy shit." Peter yelled and was already quickening his pace, 
stumbling around in the sand, not caring about the thing that he was still in his black cowboy boots. 

"Peter, wait for me, | have to get rid of my heels first cause | can't walk in them on the sand" You yelled 
after him, tugging at your black platform heels until you got them off your feet, running after him with the 
shoes tangling together in your hand. 

Catching up with him, you held onto his side and slapped his arm playfully before snatching the wine out of his 
right hand, swigging it down your throat. 

"Hey, don't drink all of it yourself. | still want some more too." He mocked and took it away from you, hiding it 
behind his back out of reach for yourself. 

You pulled a pouty face but soon started laughing again, because you just couldn't be serious, nor Peter could. 
You now reached the sea and the music was too far away to can be heard. It was a peaceful quiet now and 
the sounds of the waves hitting the shore made a calming atmosphere. Peter had taken off his boots and 
carried them along the way, your feet touching the wet sand, whilst you walked down the shore, talking about 
stuff that made absolutely no sense like "Why did those guys a few hours ago asked, where that silly hotel is? 
Like we would know, | mean we don't even own a Pony." Peter said hyperactively and you both broke out into 
laughter and fits of giggles. 

"Hey, wanna go for a swim? Cause | want" You grinned and began to take off your leather shorts and crop top, 
leaving you in your black bikini you wore underneath, dancing around seductively. 

Peter watched you intently grinning from ear to ear. "Well | don't say no to that" he said and stripped down, 
leaving him in his tight black boxers. You bit your lip watching him, standing in front of you with his perfect 
body. Peter got closer and held you by your waist, giving you a soft peck on the lips smiling before he 
suddenly picked you up bridal style and ran into the ocean with you. You let out a yelp, hoping he wouldn't drop 
you down into the sand but were laughing along with him and his drunken state of mind. When you reached the 
water, he put you down and you were landing in the warm waves of the sea with a splash. 

"Peter, you know | hate it, getting thrown into the water." You complained shoving him playfully but he took 
your hands in his instead of swimming away, and swung you around in the water chuckling and staring into 
your brown eyes with a smile on his face. You laughed and held onto him, looking back into his green sparkling 
ones. He grew quiet and put his arms around your body holding you close. Your giggles faded away and you 
looked him up and down with lust growing in your body. His light wet skin was glistening in the moonlight that 
was reflecting in the dark deep ocean. His breathing calm and lips parting slowly. You knew what was coming 
next and what this all was about and you were so happy about being here in this place, with him, everything. It 
was perfect. You closed your eyes and let his smooth lips touch yours, slowly moving against your own. Your 
bodies pressed together and you put your hands around his neck, touching his blonde fluffy hair, the ends of it 
sticking a little bit together from the water but you didn't care about that, he was just perfect to yourself 
and you couldn't get enough of him. 


His left hand went higher softly touching your sides and his tongue curled around yours. You sighed satisfied 
and let yourself fall into his touch. 

A few seconds of hanging onto each others lips he let go but not of you, only your lips and pulled you gently 
out of the water his hands still around your body. 

You were stumbling out onto the sand and can't keep your hands off each other, the air soon turning into 
passionate heat between you. 

Peter put you down into the sand, hovering over you. He moved his hand to your back, undoing the laces of 
your bikini top, throwing it away. 

You purred pleasantly as Peter softly stroked over your breasts, squeezing them lightly before bending down 
to your ear whispering "Let's get the rest of those clothes off, huh?" His hot breath when saying that hit 
your neck and made you shuddering. You nodded with a grin on your lips. Peter didn't hesitate by saying that 
and soon you were both in nothing but your birthday suit and made sweet love to each other. By the heat 
growing up into your bodies, the sand was sticking onto your skin, and his hands all over your legs made you 
moan in pleasure and you buried your hands in his long hair pulling on it by every thrust he made in you. He 
hissed at you and gripped your legs holding them in place by both sides of his hips. And as he clenched his 
muscles tight, it happened around you and you reached climax, your scream muffled by Peter pressing his lips 
against yours. 

The rest of the night consisted of laying there on the sand for another few minutes staring at the sky and 
watching the stars and the moon, and later you walked back to the hotel tiredly, where you fell asleep into 
each other's arms in the white sheets of the cozy hotel bed. 


